(New-moon night)

Eternal darkness encompassing ail,
How omnipotent thou art ! Everything,
0 dreadful goddess, thou dost make thy thrall,
What subtle music fills thy shadow's wing
Whose sombre harmony of magic charms
Like C Irene's tongue allures, and then transmutes
The many colours into one ! Thy arms
Embrace things and dress them in sable suits,
The green of grassy hills and rocky steeps,
The green and yellow leaves of giant trees,
The blue waves of the silent ocean deeps,
The playing childrea of the nightly breeze,
They aM are merged in thee : thy solemn airs
In silent grace sing thy sweet lullaby
To the world, while fire-flies dance in thy hairs
Like golden flowers, or stars on the sky.